The Curse of Learned Helplessness ° 


Today’s young people are weak and frail; they break easily in the acid test of life from 
having it too soft growing up under learned helplessness. They are not prepared for life 
and break easily when facing life’s trials, tribulations and painful experiences. They 
struggle with addictions which out of desperation broken people turn to in hopes of 
escape. Why not? The single most pushed product worldwide is escape from your 
problems. ‘Religion is opiate of the masses,’ a Jesuit once said. All entertainment, 
substances, dramas, fantasies such as romance, love, religion, cults in toto, ad infinitum 
are the magic carpet rides for kicks and thrills promising bliss without pain of 
consequence. Only in a perfect world, and this ain’t it, but one can see it from here. 
Learned helplessness is a curse. I vowed that my daughter would not be like that and 
raised her independent, accountable for her decisions and to take the consequences for 
them. And that figuring things out for her is the only freedom anyone has here; the 
blessing of our estrangement is that she does very well in the world without me at all. 
Her mom and I were successful parents — the only success that we did together was she — 
and that if I had of stayed around our daughter would be always looking for me instead of 
learning and growing. My task was uphill; “you are not my friend,’ she once screamed at 
me. “That is right, I am your dad not a friend and must do things that seem cruel now to 
prepare you because the world is not fair and can be very cruel.” One questions whether 
s/he was a good parent; I was good enough. Probably the most memorable discussion 
when she realized that as parents we were not out to get her came one night at the dinner 
table. She was grounded for something and unhappy about her penance. She and her 
girlfriends were having a bitch—shit session at school complaining about awful parents. 
All but one little girl in the group who remained very quiet the whole time. When all the 
others were finished she said, “I wish my parents grounded me; they don’t even know I 
am alive. But when they do notice me it is very bad.” Humble pie to all around. Said 
daughter was very quiet that night at the dinner table. Her mom asked why. She told us 
why. I asked, ‘so what do you think about it?” She said, ‘ you and mom are not being 
mean. You care what happens to me....” From the mouth of babes came wisdom. She 
remained a little toot anyway, which goes with teenager, puberty and growing up. One 
experiences many things in life to learn never do that again. I tried marriage and raising 
kids only once to learn never, never, never to do that again. Marriage and parenting what 
do you have? Everything that does not work. Marriage and parenting are the toughest 
jobs out there. No sane person volunteers for the duty; I was drafted. Once was enough, 
never again. 


